Thames is long and windt its changing way
Through wooded reach to dusky ports and gray,
Till, wearily, it strikes the Flats oj Leigh,
An old life, tidal with Eternity.

But Pal it short, full, deep, and my wide,
A'or old, nor sleepy, when it meets the tide<
Through hills and groves where fords and branches sing
It runs its course of sunny wandering,
And passes, careless that it soon shall be
Lost in the old, gray mists that hide the sea.

Ah, they were good, those up-stream reaches when
Ourselves were young and dreamed of being men,
But Fall tk tide had touched us even then!
One tribal Qod, we bow to, thou and we,
And praise Him, Who ordained our lives should be
So early tidal with Eternity,